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Saturday last summer teaching underprivileged kids to swim. He
has yet to find the time to take our Johnnie and Stevie on a week-
end camping trip.
Tracy is liberal and freehanded, but somehow the family money
is usually managed so the children and I get the worst of it. Our
present house is far too small, It wasn't a bargain in the first place;
I'm convinced Tracy bought it because a real estate friend was
in trouble and needed to make a sale.
In all fairness, I don't believe Tracy realizes he spends more on
his clothes than he does on me and the children. I'm sure he would
deny it. Buying good suits, he says, is an economy, but he pays more
for a suit than his boss does. Tracy just doesn't know what he
spends; we have no family budget.
Last April he bought several hundred dollars' worth of luggage
and a set of new golf clubs and drove away on a three-weeks' trip.
This left only eleven dollars in our bank account. In the second
week, I went to work in a department store to tide us over, and my
mother came to stay with the youngsters. It wasn't the first time
I had taken a temporary job. But Tracy never knew; I didn't tell
him.
Not long after his return from that trip, I began to suspect there
was another woman in the picture. I don't know why; I just sensed
it. I met Phyllis one evening without tumbling to the fact that she
was interested in my husband. She was escorted by an out-of-town
customer; the four of us went dancing and then dropped by our
house for scrambled eggs. Phyllis is a bleached-blond divorcee
with a nine-year-old daughter; she had recently been hired as a
receptionist at Tracy's home office and was very wide-eyed about
the fascinations of the business. Just remembering those eggs I
scrambled and served to her practically makes me choke.
Phyllis was, of course, the other woman in the picture. That news
was delivered to me by the postman. One morning I opened a bill
from our dentist and was sure an error had been made. I called
the dentist's secretary. The error had been mine when I opened the